the harbour. I went that way first of all and saw the
Technical School, a fine big building, which has been very
badly hit. There the Russians had dropped high explosive
and incendiary bombs which completely gutted the
building. It burned for days. Then there is a block of
flats opposite the school which had had a direct hit, and it
looks as though an enormous blunt knife had taken a great
slice out of it. Five floors have just gone—all that is left of
them is a tangled mass of iron and rubble. On the sort of
rough gable which is left you can still see bits of a staircase;
a forlorn-looking bath has somehow managed to remain
jammed in a corner four floors above ground level; on
another floor is a pathetic looking chair,
On the other side of the square there is the German school
with not a window left in it and with its entire face pock-
marked by flying splinters. Some of the houses a little
distance away from where the bombs fell seem at first sight
to be undamaged. But if you look more carefully you will
see that they too have scarcely got a single pane of glass
left in the windows. Included among these is, ironically
enough, the former Russian Legation.
Then I went out into the suburbs. I saw a hospital which
had been badly smashed; three bombs had fallen within a few
yards of it. One had fallen among a clump of trees—birch
trees about forty feet high—and had snapped them off at the
ground just like matches. A little Ford 8-horse-power car
was sitting, completely gutted, just outside the door. Every
window was blown in and the walls were pitted all over
by splinters.
From there, back into the town, presumably in an
attempt to hit the railway station, the bombs had left the
same trail of destruction. One had fallen in the yard of a
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